
The Tragedy 

But ifblacke ft and all or fo foule fact reproach 
Attend the fequell of your impofition, 

Yonr mecre inforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof 
ForGod he knowes and you may partly fee. 

How farre I am from the dclirc thereof 1 
May.GoA bldTc your grace, we fee it, and will fay ic 6 
Gh. In faying to, you fhall but fay the truth. 

Bmc. Then I falute you with this kingly title 
Long liue King £«rWd,Englands royall King. 

Ad ay. Amc n, 

Buc . To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d? 
( 7 /*.Euen when you will,fince you will haue it fo, 
Bac.To morrow then we will attend your grace. 

(flo. Come let vs to our holy taske againe 

Farewell good coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exiwti, 
Enter Queene mother , Dutches of Ter ke Marques 
Dorfet at one doorefDutches of Glocefter 
at another doore. 

D »t. Who meetes ts heeie my Neece ‘P/autagenet ? 

Qu. Sifter well met, whither away fo faft ? 

Dm. G!o. No farther then the T ower. and as I gurffe, 
Ypon the like deuotion as your felues. 

To gratuiate the tender princes there. 

Qu. Kind lifter thankes weele enter all together. 

Enter the L ieutenant of the Toveer. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes, 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your leaue, 

How fares the Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Maddam and in health ; but by yout leaue, 

I may not fuffer you to Vifit him. 

The King bath ftraightly charged to the contrary. 

Qtt. The King,why, who’s that? 

Lteu. I cry you mercy I meane the Lord DreteBor, 

Qu. The Lord proteft him from that Kingly title: 

Hath he fet bonds betwixt there loue and me : 

I am their mother who fhould keepe me from them ? 

I am their father, mother, and will fee them, 

Dut.Glo. Their A\mt I a min law. inlouc their mother : 
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Then feare not thou, He beare thy blame, 
ifnd take thy office from thee one my peril!. 

Lets. I doe befeech your graces all to pardon me .• 

I am bound by oath, I may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stan. Let mebuc rncete your Ladies at anboure hence, 
^ndlle falute your grace of Torke, as mother.- 
/fnd reuerent looker one, of two faire Queenes. 

Come Madam, you rouft goe with me to fVeJlminjter, 
There to fee «own; d Richards royall Queene, 

Qn. O icul my lace in funflcr 3 that ray pent htfare 
Mr haue feme fcope to bcatc/w elfc ifoUftd 
With this dead liking newes. 

Dsr.Madam haiie comfort, how fares your grace? 

Qh. O Dorfet , fpcake not to me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftru&ion dogge thee at the heeles 5 
Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt ouet ftrip dearth, goe croffe the Seas, 

And liue with ‘Rjcbwdnd from the race pf hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughter-houfe, 

Leoft thon increace the number of vHe dead, 

^nd make me die the thrall of Manyrets curfe, 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene. 
Sm.FuII of wife care is this your counfell Madam, 

Take all the fwift aduantage af the time, 

You (hall haue letters from me to my fonne, 

To meete you on the way and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardy by vnwife delay. 

Dm, J or. O ill difperfing winde of mifery, 
Omyaccurfed wombe the bed of death, 
d Cokatrice hath thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnayoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam, I in all haft was fent for. 

Dm. And I in all vnwillingncfTe will goe, 

I would to god that theinclufiuc verge 
Of goulden mcttall that muft round my browe, 

Were red hotte fteele to feare me to the brainc, 

■dnn iynted let me be with deadly poyfon, 

And die ere men can fay God faue the Queene. 
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